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pathy. And another thing he noticed about the conversation of
this man in the large bowler hat and the tight black overcoat was
that it was always when the conversation returned to Glastonbury
that this secondary tone came into his voice.
"We'll get a late supper at Frome," Mr. Evans said at one
point; and the idea of this heavenly refreshment spoken of lightly
as a "late supper" so preoccupied John's thoughts that by degrees
he contented himself with a drowsy attempt to learn the names of
the villages through which they passed and dropped all other
conversation.
They skirted the wall of Long Leat Park. They passed Upper
Whitbourne; they passed Corsley Heath; they passed Lane End
and Gradon Farm; and while still the memory of his mother was
lulling him with a security beyond description, they entered the
main street of Frome. Mr. Evans seemed to know the place well,
and having left their car in the yard of one of the smaller inns,
the two men walked slowly down the street. Most of the ordinary
teashops were shut, but they found at last a little refreshment-
place of a more modest kind, where they were given a cordial wel-
come and a substantial though simple supper in a small private
room. During this meal this strangely assorted pair had the first
opportunity they had yet enjoyed to study each other's physiog-
nomy under illuminated and relaxed conditions. John found that
Mr. Evans had already heard rumours of the strange sequence of
events by which the lay-preacher Geard had inherited William
Crow's money. Evans himself, he explained, had made the ac-
quaintance of the Geards through the fact of Mrs. Geard being
a member of a very ancient South Welsh family called Rhys. The
motorist uttered the name Rhys with the most reverential respect.
Not that Mrs. Geard's immediate relatives, he made clear to John,
were anything but quite simple people, but all the Rhys family
were, as an ordinary person would put it, of the blood royal
of Wales.
It did not take any great diplomacy on the part of John Crow
to lead the conversation up to a point where he learned the not-
unexpected fact that the maternal ancestors of Mr. Evans himself
belonged to this same ancient House of Rhys. After a little further
dalliance round and about the subject of the Geards, John found